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REAL INDIA
If my frequent wanderings throughout India of the villages
have not deceived me, it can be confidently asserted that the
700,000 villages get and want no police protection.   The solitary
Patel to a village is a terrorist lording it over the villages and
is designed for helping the petty revenue collector to collect
revenue due to the Ma-Bap.   I am not aware of the policeman
having aided the villages in protecting their  goods or cattle
against depredations of man and beast.   The Police Patel is not
to be blamed for what he is.   He has been chosen for his task
, which he does well.   He has not been taught to regard himself
as the servant of the people.   He represents his master the Vice-
roy.   The clfenge at the top has not yet permeated the most
distant village.  How can it ? It has not come from the bottom.
The Viceroy still retains legal and military powers to- remove
and even to imprison his Ministers.   The latter have no power,
legal or other, to imprison the Viceroy.. Even the Civil Service
is still under his control.   It is not suggested that the Viceroy
does not mean to shed all power nor that he does not -wish the
most distant village to realize that he is determined under in-
structions  from  Whitehall  to   shed  every   vestige   of  British
.control in the quickest time possible.
The relevance of all this writing is for showing that we
do not yet learn from the village in which India lives that every
Indian, man or woman, is his or her own policeman. This he
or she can only do when neither harbours mischief against his
or her neighbour, no mattej what religion he professes or denies.
If unfortunately the politically minded will not or, cannot go
as far as suggested here, he must at least shed all fear and
resolutely deny himself all protection whether irom the military
or the police. I am positive that India will not come into her
own unless every home becomes its own castle, not in the sense
of the ages known as dark, but in the very ancient true sense
that everyone has learnt the art of dying without ill will, or-
even wishing that since he cannot someone else will do away
with the would-be assassin. How nice, therefore, it would be
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